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INOCULATION. 


—— — — — 


CANTO I. 


TOP Tyrant, SuTTon faid, and feiz'd the Arm 


Of Death ;—this mortal Plague forego, thy dread 
Auxiliar long, whoſe peſtilential Breath | 

Laid waſte the Nations wide, unpeopled Earth 

With hideous Blaſt, and counter-work'd the Heavens. 
Let Time, let Nature rule, in thy Deſpite 

Lead gently up the blooming florid Babe, 

From the firſt vital Gaſp of plaintrze Being, 

To the far diſtant Goal, ſet up by both, 

Upon the utmoſt Verge of Life's endur'd 

Exiſtence ; vindicate a Providence 

To wav'ring Man, and ſtrike Prophaneneſs dumb ; 
Thou ſtand'ſt diſarm'd of thy moſt dreaded Dart, 

Oh thou King of Terrors ! by SuTTon's Hand 


Diſarm'd, that trampled Dart lies pointleſs now : 
B 


INOCULA TION: 
The Infant's Plaything, and the Mother's Scorn : 

No more ſhall caſual Havock contradict 

TH eſtahliſn'd Hope, nor leave to Chance the Rule. 
SUTTON has ſet that idle Plea at Nought, 

Py his ineſtimable wond'rous Art, 

Ana makes the fluctuating Sceptic pauſe ; 

Whilſt Parents, Friends, Relations, Lovers dear, 
The Patriot's Premium, and the princely Smile, 

The private Tranſport, and the public Joy; 

Whilſt Britain, Europe, and the World ſhall bleſs him, 
And Ages yet unborn his Name adore. 


L.:T Beauty now her Forehead high erect 
With conſcious Pride, above the dreaded Stroke 
Of grating Malady and mortal Chance, 

And wield her Sceptre o'er the ſubje&t Heart 
With laſting Sway, and Confidence undaſh'd, 


War hideous Apparition ſtalks up there, 
With black forbidding Brow, and Eye aſkance ; 
With magnifying Mirror, broad revers'd, 

That teems with ſpectred and fantaſtic Forms, 
With ideot Terrors and diſtorted Shapes, 

The ghaſtly Brood of credulous Conceit, 

Of crafty Syſtems, and of ſickly Minds, 
RefleQed fierce to ſcare the timid Eye 

And blaſt the glorious Plan? — Ha! Superſtition ? 


Or, BEAUTYs TRIUMPH. 3 


Stand far! with pallid Face, with trembling Form 
And hood-wink'd Eyes; far hence, thou Fien1! avaunt, 
Thou ſacred Bugbear! far from Reaſon's Path, 
Religion's hallow'd Road, and all the Walks 

Of Truth; the Ways of Heav'n, dare not t approach 
With timorous Sanctity ſevere, 

With heſitating Hands and lifted Lids, 

With canting common Place and hackney'd Lore; 

Fall back thou Peſt, upon thyſelf recoil, 

By Truth, by blank Confuſion deeply fmit, 

Nor SuTToN intercept, nor rob Mankind. 

Ah! ſee thy Cobweb Trophies ſcatter'd o'er 

Th' indignant Earth with diſſipating Hand, 

The Sport of Winds, and Scorn's exploding Breath, 
Theſe Goſſomers of Reaſon, dread of Fools: 

See Wiſdom, Truth, and ſtrong Experience, build 
Thy Column, SvuTTon, on a ſolid Rock, 
That to the Centre ſtretches down its baſe 

In Nature's inmoſt Boſom firmly fix'd, 

Whilſt ſoaring Fame ſhall lift it to the Stars. 


WrarT Angel whiſper'd to thy happy Dream? 
What Genius open'd wide thy waking Thought 
With Inſpiration pure, and hallow'd Hand, 

And pour'd the precious Secret on thy Soul, 
In happy human Nature's bleſs'd Behalf; 


A ſecond Revelation worthy Heaven ? 


4 INOCULATIDON:, 


Arn can th' ingrateful Muſe be dumb ſo long, 
Zo long forbear to ſtrike the thankful Strings, 
And ift her raptur'd Voice to Surrox's Name; 
1he Taſk, the pleaſing Taſk, tho' late, be mine, 
Till ſome ſuperior Bard ſhall ſaatch the Lyre, 


F xalt bis Soul, and do the Subject right. 


\WHaT now would Boerhaade or would Sydenham ſay, 
The learned Leeches of all Periods paſt, 
Thoſe, whom rich Arabia makes her Boaſt, 
Heſperia's Off-ſpring, or the plumed Gaul? 
Or thoſe whom letter'd Scotia amply bred 
with nurturing Hands, and Leyden made matur e 
What would Hippocrates himſelf pronounce, 
Or Parent Eſculapius now declare, 
Wich Sages numberleſs, and reverend Names 
Whom Time to deep Eternity wide wafted hence, 
Yer ſnatch'd their Labours from the gen'ral Wreck, 
And with his lateſt Records fiPd them high, 
Should they ſtem back the ſteep, the rapid Flood, 
And once more viſit this material Light 
And thee ?—Thy Syſtems, that all ancient Rules 
Defy, with ſtrange Aſtoniſnment would ſtrike 
1 heir ſtartled Faculties, and make them think 
That Nature, fince their Time, had chang'd her Laws, 
That ail the Elements had ſhifted Place, 


Or, BEAUTYs TRIUMPH. 
That Qualities themſelves had long deſertcd, 


And Chance had rais'd the Centre to the Pole. 


On Regimen rever'd ! oh venial Wound! 
Thou ſanctify'd Infection, Friend to Man; 
Where mortal Venom, Source of Pain and Death, 
By Chemiſtry divine, is chang'd to Balm, 

To wonderful, to rich ſeraphic Balm, 

At once the kind Diſeaſe, at once the Cure. 

See, ſee thy Patient walk abroad with Head 
Erect, with chearful Brow beneath the Vault 

Of Heaven, when Eurus or when Auſter reign, 
Or Boreas lifts his Sceptre from the North, 

The hoſlile North, with fierce tempeſtuous Hand, 
And drives the Clouds beyond the burning Line ; 
The Patient then, by SuTTox clad in Proof, 

In Proof impregnable, ſhall quaff the Sky 
With Mind till fortify'd, and Body free, 

Shall mock the timid Regimen of Sages paſt, 
And baffle Death amidſt his ſtrong Allies. 


CoLuMBus, now, thy Pillar muſt permit 
A Pile ſuperior, and give up thy World 
To SuTTox's nobler and unmatch'd Diſcovery. 


What's America and all her vaſt Domain, 


Another Hemiſphere and Stars unknown 
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6 INOCULATLION: 


Before, or Diamond Quarries, or the Mines, 


The flaming Mines of gold-ribb'd Mexico, 
Peruvian Treaſures, and invalu'd Gems, 

If once compar'd with precious human Life 
Preſerv'd ſecure againſt its deadlieſt Foe, 

And Millions reſcu'd from th* untimely Grave: 
This bleſs'd Preſervative to Ages far 

Remote, to Time's laſt Step, ſhall {till ſtride on, 
With ever widening and increaſing Scope 

Advance, whilſt Death, defrauded Death, ſhall glare 
With famiſh'd Jaws, ſhall ghaſtly glare aloof 

ze fore he falls by thy uplifted Stroke, oh Time 
When both ſhall ſink, but Death ſhall fall the firſt. 
Behold thy Off- ſpring to thy Side reſtor'd, 

Thou venerable ſmiling Parent Time ! 

Thy Children now o'erſtep theſe Snares thickſet, 
Theſe Pit Falls, dug near Infant Life's attempted 
Threſhold; lo! now both Art and Nature aid 

The tender, feeble, timorous, tripping Foot, 

ror SUTTON jends, with never-failing Lift, 

His Hand, and Hcaven till joins the bleſs'd Alliance. 


Lo! bloated Envy there by Truth ſtruck dumb ! 
See fell DetraCtion too her Gall let drop! 
And, ſtrange to tell! the harden'd, impudent, 
The bold, loquacious Peit, the propagating, 


The prolific Fiend, with brazen Front, vouchſafes 


Or, BEAUTYs TRIUMPH. 


At length to bluſh, with awkward mean conceſſion 
Reluctant ſigns her proud obdurate Hand 

Among the candid willing Witneſſes 

Of thy unqueſtion'd, tho' immortal Fame. 

Whilſt fifty thouſand high Hoſannahs, ſent 

From thankful Hearts and loud triumphant Tongues, 
Annihilate th' indignant daring Lye, 

And lift at once thy precious Palm to Heaven: 
Oh Man belov'd! quick ſend thy Plenipo's 

Of Hcalth, Humanity, and Life, abroad, 

W. ith yet unheard of mighty Powers fraught 

For Mankind's good, beneath the Seal of Heaven, 
And proſelyte from Pole to Pole, demonſtrate 
Thou thy bleſs'd Commiſſion high, by Miracles 
Of Art, 'till Wonder ceaſe, and Doubt itſelf 
Shall die, and Mankind join with one Conſent 


To rear thy Pile, and build a SuTTon's Name. 


On ! hadſt thou-Power to purge the darker Paſſions 
From the human Breaſt, with moral Medicine, 
And inoculate the Soul; couldſt thou, Surrox, 
Quick kill the Seeds of each Diſtemper there, 
Of each irruptive Fever, that deforms 
The Maker's Image in th' immortal Mind, 


And blots bright Beauty in the outward Frame, 


With marking, deep degrading Spots, thoſe Banners 
Of frail Defect, thoſe Legacics of Eves, 
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That give tit angelic human Face the Lye, 
Ard bring the fatal Apple to our View. 


On! could thy Hand anticipate thoſe Ills 


That ſpring from Pride, and Cuſtom's poliſh'd Crime; 


From Envy, Vanity, and ſoft Surmiſe; 

From ſmooth Hypocriſy and ſmiling Hate, 

And all the reſtleſs Inmates that diſturb 

The gentle Boſoms of the fairer Kind ; 

That ſtir up elegant commotians there, 

And raiſe ſo oft ſuch little Wars in Heaven ; 
But Angels bicker'd in the Realms above, 

And Paſſions reign in Beauty's potent Right, 
Whhilſt Love perſuaſive, mighty Love ſhall make 
Their ſweet Apology to partial Hearts, 


And every Blemiſh to an Angel turn, 


On! couldſt thou faultleſs as bright ANCASTER, 
The lovely Daughters of Britannia make, 
With ſweet Compaſſion, Piety inrich'd, 
With all the Graces that compleat a Court, 
Lift up the Soul, and honour human Kind; 
But mental Miracles ſurpaſs thy Reach 
By outward Beauty equal bleſs'd, the Boaſt 


Of Heaven : Oh! could thy Art her pure, her poliſh'd 


Humane Accompliſhments, ſerene, ingraft 


With Wonder-working Hand on all her Claſs, 
Her envy'd and exalted Claſs: Oh! could thy Hand 


Or, BEAUTYs TRIUMPH. 


Her mental Medicine blend through each diſtemper'd 
Intellectual Maſs, and mix her Virtues 

With the Britiſh Fair, then ſoft Perfection 

Should the utmoſt Height aſcend of mortal 

Purity, and Worth without the leaſt Alloy, 
Intrinſic-Worth, and never dread Relapſc. 


CovLD'sT thou NoRTHUMBERLAND's Contagion ſpread, 
The pure Infection of her generous Soul, 
Through Courts and Palaces, where Monarchs reign ; 
Her Charity, Munificence, and Pomp, 
Her melting Pity, and her flowing Heart, 
Her Taſte of Science, and her Patron Soul, 
Her juſt Magnificence, and liberal Mind, 
Thoſe Legacies of her illuſtrious Line, 
Through countleſs Ages handed down to her, 
With ſtill increaſing and illuſtrious Blaze, 
Her Country's Glory and her Sex's Boaſt, 
Who ſhines conſpicuous to Europa's Eye, 
And figures firſt, where mighty Lewis reigns. 
Could'ſt thou lift up and magnify the Mind, 
And mix the private, with the public Weal, 
And make all Hearts, all princely Hearts like hers : 
Or, gracious MonTacve's ſerene Millenium, 
That peaceful Paradiſe, which blooming reigns 


Within her fainted and ſeraphic Soul, 
'D 
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As calm and pure, as Eden's bliſsful Grove, 

Where Angels viſited, c're Man firſt fell; 

Where Heav'n itſelf, well pleas'd, would oft” deſcend. 
Couldſt thou that ſacred Treaſure Houſe unlock, 

And with its ſuperoragated Gems, 

Britannia's Boſom rich irradiate. 

But theſe, like thoſe, on Aaron's hallow'd Breaſt-plate, 
Are all thick ſet in Myſtick Order, bright, 


By Heav'n's diſpoſing Hand without a Foil, 


And on their native Ground alone can ſhine. 
See how ſhe ſteps aſide from yonder Throng! 
From yonder blending, buſy, brilliant Throng, 
Beckon'd by Virtue, Taſte, and wiſe Humility, 
In Uniſon humane, with her lov'd Lord, 


And Harmony divine, reſembling Heaven; 


To mend Mankind by meek Example high 


Of princely Virtues in the humble Vale, 


And bring again the Golden Age to Earth. 


Covrp'sr thou theſe precious Qualities diffuſe, 
With pure aſſimulating Virtues bland, 
Through Britain's reſcu'd, and inriched Boſom, 
Then, Surrox, ſhould't: thou perfect ſhine indeed; 
The moral, and the natural World, would raiſe 
Rs 


Ihy matchleſs Palm, above all Human-kind, 


And Health and Virtue lift it to the Stars. 


Or, BE AUT 's TRIUMPH. 


LrT blooming Beauty triumph in the Bud, 
The teeming Tendrel, and the fragrant Leaf, 
The bluſhing Bloſſom, and bring forth the Fruit, 
Nor dread the withering, and abortive Blaſt 
Of envious Elements, infected Gales 
Of inbred Malady, and angry Stars, 

But rule the ſubject Heart with Sceptre ſtrong, 
Till gradual Time, with lenient Hand, 

Shall ſoftly ſteal it from her ſlacken'd Graſp, 
By unpetceiv'd Degrees; nor ſhe regret 
The Loſs, but gladly give it ſmiling back 
To her deſcendant beauteous Train with Joy 


Survey'd, in long Succeſſion ſtretching far. 


No more ſhall fell Deformity arreſt 
'The radiant Angel, in her bright Career, 
Nor maſk the ſoft, the Soul-attrafting ſweet. 
Seraphic Smile, with harſh, with flinty Frown, 
With frozen Look, and ſtrike the Lover blind; 
Or pierce the Friend, with Sorrow to the Soul, 
Or ſend the Parent to th' untimely Grave. 
Let Beauty now beneath an Arch triumphant, 
Proudly fit ſecure, with all her Attributes, 
Victorious Attributes, around diſplay'd, 
Her kneeling Captives, with uplifted Hands, 
With Soul interpreting extatic Eyes, 


In ſilken Chains, in downy Fetters bound, 


12 INOCULATIO N: 
Her baſking Boys, with golden pointed Shafts, 


With bended Bows, at glad devoted Victims, 

Still taking wanton, but exulting Aim; 

Let Beauty now her Offerings receive, 

Her ardent Sighs, her Incenſe warm breath'd up, 
Her votive Tablets, and her bleeding Hearts, 

And bid her ancient mortal Foe Defiance, 

Who long has made ſuch Havock in the Realms 

Of Love, and robb'd th' impatient, panting Youth, 
Of his expected Bride, within his Graſp, 

And fill'd th' afflicted Eye with flowing Tears. 


A TExDER Tale, on Record, ſad, remains 
Of this ſtern Tyrant's intercepting Hand, 
Who ſnapt the ſoft connubial Knot in Twain, 
When almoſt faſten'd by the Prieſtly Tye, 
And ſunder'd an unhappy Pair for ever. 


Near Greenwich Hill, whoſe graceful Top 
Surveys the nobieſt Proſpect under Heaven; 
Avguſta, and her hundred Towers high, 

Her floating Foreſts, and her winding Thames, 
Her thouſand Palaces, and boundleſs Space, 

Her Pomp ſupreme, where GEORGE and Freedom reign ; 
Is now, alas ! the melancholy Scene, 
Where this ſad Tale by ſobbing Truth 1s told, 


In mournful, and unmocking Weeds enwrapt, 


Or, BEAUTYs TRIUMPH. 13 


The frequent Drop ſtill trickles down the Cheek, 
With ſilent Eloquence repeats the Theme, 
The pungent Theme, with riever-ceaſling Pang, 


And all the flowing Anguiſh freſh reveals. 


End of the firſt Canto. 
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INOCULATION. 


BLOOMING gentle Youth, and Virgin fair, 
A Had, from their earlieſt Childhood, grown in ſoft 
In prattling ſweet Society together, 

Like two fledged Turtles on the Branches cooing, 
The neighbouring Branches near their native Neſt ; 
Or tender Lambs, or Fawns of equal Size, 

That bound with wanton Innocence unblam'd, 
Upon the verdant ſunny Banks at Eve, 

With mutual Joy, and crop the flowery Food. 
Juſt ſo paſ,'d they their playful Morn of Life, 
In venial frolic and endearing Toys 

In Pleaſures ſweet, they knew not what to call, 
Which Day by Day, with more Delight they felt, 
Within their little IIearts, for with their Growths 
It grew, *cill ripening Paion by Degrees, 

With gradual (ſoft exploring Hand had touch'd 


0 


Or, BEAUTYs TRIUMPH. 


The Souls reciprocal harmonious Springs, 

And work'd them warmly up to Nature's Pitch, 
To unexperienc'd: Wiſh and vague Deſire, - 

And form'd a nameleſs ſomething in their Breaſts, 
Where Infant Love his little Wing of? way'd 

In wanton Exerciſe, not noxious yet, 

He knew not yet his Bow and quiver'd Shaft; 

A harmleſs Lodger yet within their Hearts, 

Their unſuſpecting Hearts he lurking lay, 

They knew not yet his Name; the wily Urchin, 
With a thouſand trifling, and fantaſtic Marks, 
Betray'd the growing Symptoms of the kind Diſeaſe, . 
Within their kindling, pure, implicit Minds, 
Which ſkilful Lookers on might ſoon diſcover ; 
But to their thoughtleſs, and untutor'd Eye, 

A Playfellow only in his Maſk he ſeems, 

On Top, or Taw, or Girlim Toy intent, 

Yet hourly gain'd new Ground within their Hearts, 
And more and more explain'd his Office there; 
At length his Quiver, and his Bow he felt, 

His growing Godhead and Commiſſion high; 


And reign'd unrivall'd in their Captive Souls; 


For Time and Nature join with Cupid now, 

And kindred Friendſhip fans the mutual Fire; 
They love, they glow, they wiſh, they gaze, they burn, 
And all the Paſſion kindles all their Souls; 


The mingling Flame 1s penetrating pure, 
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18 'TNOCULATTO N 


And ardent as the hallow'd Lamps of Heaven; 
Their eager Wiſhes are explicit now, 

And Love from Breaſt to Breaſt, the tender Meſſage 
Haſty bears, and treats inceſſant through their 
Talking Eyes, a thouſand nameleſs Sentiments 

Are ſudden ſhot in every darting Glance, 

For Words were but a cold Incumbrance there; 
In Kiſſes only were their Lips employ'd. 

And tender Murmurs more than TuLLy plead. 
Their Parents ſaw, their Friends, their Neighbours ſaw 
Th impatient Throbbings of the dear Diſeaſe, 

To ripe Maturity now brought, and calling 

For Prieſtly Remedy, and nuptial Rites; 

But rigid Fortune with forbidding Hand, 

Had barr'd the Avenue to all their Joys. 

A wide Diſparity in curſed Gold 

Divorced far theſe fond attractive Turtles 

From each other, to the diſtant Indies ſent, 

Soon ſent the much afflicted baniſh'd Boy, 

In Queſt of Gold, and left the mourning Maid 

Jo languiſh long in nameleſs Woe behind; 

By Moon-light in the filent Park, within 

A willow'd Grove, her Siſter then a Witneſs, 

He took his Heart-dividing fond Farewell; 

With broken Sobs, with sighs, with deep fetch'd Groans, 
Wich Floods of guſhing Sorrows, cloſe Embraces 


A thouſand Times repeated o'er and o' er; 


Or, BEAUTYs TRIUMPH, 
With wailing Sounds of Anguiſh and Deſpair, 


And Hearts with Paſſion penetrated through, 
The Nightingales and Ringdoves all around, 
With mournful Notes upon the Branches ſat, 
And kept ſad Time to their extatic Woe ; 
Whilſt ſympathizing Eccho told the Rocks, 
The hollow Rocks, and vocal weeping Caves, 
The Soul diſſolving Tale.—They part, 

As Soul and Body part, with equal Pang, 
They look a long Farewell; the Morning ſaw 
Upon the Boſom of the Silver Thames, 

The ſwelling Veſſel winding down her Way, 
With flying Streamers to the Ocean wave. 


Now ſixteen Times the tardy waning Moon, 
With varying Face, had round the central Earth 
Her wand'ring Circles made, when lo! the Youth, 
Th' impatient panting Youth, is fafe return'd 


With wiſh'd for Wealth, now largely bleſs'd, an Uncle's 


Copious Legacy; he ſprings, he flys 
To his adored Flavia's well known Dwelling, 
There on the Threſhold in the Twilight dim, 
He met, alas] he met her,—How bely'd, 
How much bely'd! impair'd, her beauteous Face, 
Her once adored beauteous Face appear'd ? | 
Her wither'd Lineaments and blaſted Charms, 
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Her breathing ſacl Remains indeed he met, 

Her alter'd Aſpect, and eclipſed Air, 

Her quenched Eye Ball, and her cancel'd Cheek, 
Her ruin'd Forehead and her furrowed Brow, 
With Love's lamented Empire, all laid waſte ; 
His Sceptre ſhiver'd, and his Throne o'erſet, - 
His Arrow blunted, and his Lamp gone out, 
She look'd the Tomb of her departed Beauty. 


He ſtops, he gazes, and he ſtarts aſide, 
With dumb Aſtoniſhment he gazes ſtill; 
His Hair ere& with Horror ſtood, his Knees 
Together ſtruck, and freezing Drops bedew'd 
His trembling Limbs ; he wiſt not what to do, 
But like a Wretch quite Thunder-ſtruck he ſtood, 
Whilſt Flavia ruſh'd upon his troubl'd Breaſt, 
With mad Impatience, and exclaim'd aloud ! 


And was it then my Face alone you loy'd ! 


A horrid Spectre in thy Sight I ſtand, 


And ſhrinking Nature now like thee diſowns me, 
A wretched Outcaſt from the World and thee. 
My faithful Soul, my Heart is ſtill the ſame, 
Thy precious Image is deep lodged there, 

No fell Diſeaſe has maſſacred my Mind. 

Thy barbarous Silence and thy ghaſtly Look, 


Oh let me in this laſt Embrace expire! 


Or, BEAUTYs TRIUMPH, 


He anſwer'd not, but groaning ſank within 
Her claſping Arms, of Senſe bereav'd, and thought 
Her till ſome ſtrange, ſome frightful Apparition ; 
Her Voice was yet the ſame, but all the reſt 
One fearful and diſtracting Contradiction. 

For ah! that Ruffian Tyger, fierce Deſtroyer, 
Bright Beauties mortal Foe, the Peſt of Love, 
That Bane of ſweet Deſire, ruſh'd upon her 
Tender, delicate, defenceleſs Symmetry, 
Defac'd her elegant, her finiſh'd Frame, 

With unrelenting and ferocious Fang, 

And harrow'd up her heavenly Viſage, 

Where Beauty reign'd, and Graces kept their Court; 
It look'd like Fragments of its former Self; 

As when the Romans laid the holy Place 

In Ruin, by hoſtile and prophaning Hands, 

The trembling Pontiff at a Diſtance wept, 
Lamented loud, but durſt not near approach. 
Deſpair and Terror take the Place of Love 

In Strephon's Heart, and Flavia courted Death, 
He ſhuns her now, for Fate had drawn a Skreen, 
A diſmal Skreen, between them both for ever, 


On wretched Flavia ! how the Muſe laments 
Thy murder'd Beauty, and thy Lover loſt; 
Thy verdant Hope, all blaſted in the Bloom, 
And wedded now to black Deſpair, till Death. 
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[low ſelſich is the moſt emphatic paſſion, 
That lives on Surface, to the Soul unknown! 
Lis nick-named Love, for Luſt it ſhould be call'd; 
Yet young Deſire to Beauty's Cheek will cling, 
Feed on the Gloſs with Appetite unrul'd, 


But when that fades, alas! falls off for ever. 


Her Parents now remov'd her from the Sight 
Of her eſtranged and much alter'd Lover, 
And to an Uncle down at Leeds convey'd her; 
Some Months paſt o'er, now Strephon wears, 
Or thinks he wears, with proud Indifference 
Her former Viſage, from his fickle Mind, 
And on her Siſter caſt. a wiſhful Eye; 
His ample Wealth and Perſon ſoon prevail'd, 
Her Parents give Conſent, the Prieſt is call'd, 
And wretched Flavia now forgot for ever. 
The wedded Pair, the Honey-Moon gone by, 
A thouſand little Bickerings annoy'd, 
And every now then ſome Thread would ſnap 
In Warp or Woof, as if their crude Affections 
Would not kindly weave within the nuptial Loom, 
Nor ſocial mingle in the Marriage Web. 
The firſt Impreſſions that the Heart invade, 
With Love's delightful pungent Agony, 
Tho' ſeemingly eras'd, and long wip'd out, 
Will yet revive, and bring their Train to View; 


Or, BEAUTYs TRIUMPH. 


The alter'd Flavia's once lov'd charming Image, 

Would oft” in Viſions, and in waking Dreams, 

Reviſit his deluded Love-ſick Fancy, 

And make his Life one chequer'd Fairy Scene. 
one fad reverberating vital Woe, 

In abſent and unguarded Words betray'd, 

His Wife obſerv'd, and artfully gave out, 

That baniſh'd Flavia was at Leeds entomb'd, 

The Family conniving at the Falſhood vile. 

One luckleſs Morning, at a Kinſman's Houſe, 

Sweet Flavia's Picture met his ſtartled Eye, 

Interpreting a Dream, a myſtic Dream, 

That ſtruck him to the Heart the Night before, 

With ſtrange foreboding and alarming Fears, 

And brought the beauteous Flavia to his View, 7 

Tho' now he thought her dead, but th' Impreſſion ' 

Pierced him through and through with tender Thrills, 

And ſnatch'd the Tenor of his Soul away; 

He wander'd lonely in the gloomy Grove, 

With troubl'd Boſom, and prophetic Heart, 

Nor knew he yer the Cauſe, but Night came on, 

When with his Wife and Friends, at Play he ſat, 


And ſtrove to drive the ſullen Fiend away; 


Then, then bright Flavia enter'd then, 
The Room in Garment rich, with all her Beauty, 


With all her former Beauty much improv'd. 
G 
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She ruſn'd on Strephon with extended Arms, 

He ſtarted frantic from her dread Embrace, 

Her Father, Mother, were to Marble turn'd, 

And like a Figure look'd each frozen Friend : 

She ſtill purſu'd, and caught h im in her Arms 
With Joy, nor heeded ſhe his trembling Wife. 

But he alas! in ghaſtly mortal Spaſms, 

In ſtrong convulſive Pangs within her Graſp, 

Her fatal Graſp, expir'd quick. —Shte with him fell, 
And wild Diſtraction fill'd the Space around, 
When lo! her Uncle, that from Leeds arriv'd, 
Enter'd joyful with triumphant Smile, 

But felt the Arm of Death arreſt his Step, 

He like a Statue ſtood. To him the Father. 
Ha Brother! what dreadful beauteous Form 

Is there, that looks ſo like my hapleſs Daughter ? 
Or is ſhe dead indeed, and that the-Phantom 

Of her former Beauty ?—Anſwer me, my Brother ?— 
It is alas! herſelf, the Uncle ſaid. 

But oh! what miſerable Sight is this !— 

Herſelf ! Her Spirit ſure | How came that Face !— 
A Miracle brought back her former Charms, 

A peſtilential Blaſt, or Heav'n-ſent Breeze, 

By Beauty's Angel was the Stroke adminiſter'd; 
With Inflammation ſtrong, invaded all 

Her tumid Viſage, and her Taper Neck, 

And ſoon diſrob'd her mutilated Face 


Or, BEAUTY TRIUMPH. 23 
Of that degrading horrid Mafk that marr'd it 


When Phcoenix-like her new Complexion roſe, _ 
With tenfold Splendor, and amaz'd the World. — 

Is this the dire Reſult ! —Is this the Joy! 

Is this the ſweet Surprize ſhe meant to give 

Her raptur'd Parents, and her alter'd Lover. 


Is this my Portion of that promis'd Scene ! | 
Oh that a Thunder - bolt had on my Threſhald L 
Struck me dead II ne'er had ſeen this Moment — 

Oh ſhort-liv'd Beauty, Mockery of Joy! 7% 

That ſhone our like a blazing Star at Noon, | — 
Through wintry Clouds, and black eclipſed Skies, | 
The Gaze and Wonder of th' aftoniſh'd World, 1 . 1 1 + 
To ſet untimely in the Grave for ever. +8 
But Flavia to herſelf return'd, and faw 
Her frantic, pregnant, labouring Siſter, 
In the Arm of Death, with Tnrobs convulſive, | ' 2 
And near her Huſband die.—-In Rome's Religion 3 


Were their Parents bred, and Flavia to 


* 
2 - 


A cloyſter'd Convent dedicates her Days, 

Whilſt bitter Sorrow in her Father's Houſe, 5 
A laſting melancholy Manſion keeps, | 

And ſad Remembrance brings it oft to View. 


FI. 


On SuTToN ! had thy ſaving celebrated Hand, 
With bleſs'd Prevention interpoſed here, 
This tragick Tale, alas! had ne'er been told, 


| . 7 
it Ai ron 
Among Relations,: Parents, Lovers, Friends, 3 


Nor o'er the Scene the Muſe had dropt a Tear. 

Bright Flavia's Charms might potent rule, 

Like lovely R-—, with radiant Eyes might rein. 
With magick Locks, where Cupid waves his Nèts. 
Her ſweet Complexion, Shape, and Air, „ Ln 
Might rival Fog sT ER, or the Cyprian Queen; 
Or proud compare with late eſpouſed Sprnce, 

As happy in her .Bridegroom as her Beauty, 

Her ſocial Virtue, and her mental Merit; 

But ſuperſtitious Scruples ſtood between, — 

That Bane of Beauty !—and deitroy'd her Peace. 
I ſce thy Banners, Sr rox] waving high 

In Nature's Hand, held up to Reaſon's Sight, 
The Boaſt of Britain, and che World's Applauſe, 
By Beauty honour'd, and by Wiſdom lov'd. 

Let then this Verfe its humble Incenſe bring, e 01-61 
With Hand ſincere, devoted to high Wort, 


And dedicate its Numbers tu Thy Names. 


; 
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